The dark face of Dr. Rotlie grew e\-en darker; although the
constant smile'dld not vanish. He implied that, whatever revolution
there might be, Argentina would play her part In it, at home. We
were both a bit diffident on this ground, knowing that despite our
studied courtesy, we could not feign unanimity on the ground of
social revolution.
Rothe is a dark, passionate, hidden man: a man whose integrity
(in questions like money or loyalty) is founded upon a profound
corruption of the spirit^ of which he himself is utterly unconscious.
He is the nationalist, ready to crucify his people without the
remotest doubt that he is serving them. He was extremely cordial;
and urged me to come and talk with him at any hour, "JSstoj d sus
ordenes" He had not quite succeeded in veiling within his eyes his
resentment, his hate for my country.
THE PROVINCE OF BUENOS AIRES
The ideas for my two crucial lectures are assembled: the ones on
fascism, man's defeat and its true alternative, man's democratic
destiny. I shall give them, not only in the University of Buenos
Aires but as well In the Universities of Cordoba,, of the LItoral and
of Tucumaa. The only trouble: it has been physically impossible to
find time to write the lectures. I am escaping for four days to Vic-
toria Gcampo*s villa in Mar del Plata. Four days, after a lecture
in the local theatre^ to work without Interruptions, and also to see
my friend.
Tota Guevas de Vera is calling for me at two o'clock. After a
furiously busy moralnga 1 rush off to lunch with John Griffiths, the
Embassy's cultural attache. With him is a solemn-faced Argentine
lady whose name 1 forget, who has come to tell me that I am
handling her people far too gently. Gome right out with it, she
Insists: tell us zuhafs wrong ivith us and what we must do. I remind her
that I am not here to give advice. My plan is to reveal the world
situation IB all its essentials: to bring home the truth: to point
out the place in this crisis of America and of Argentina. Argentina,
then., must draw her own conclusions. If I jumped to those con-
clusions myself, I should ruin the creative work of my mission.
Everything Is ready; Frlda has packed my bag: Tota and I set
out through the lovely, subtle pampa. It Is a 'clear afternoon of late
autumn; silently, motionless, the ruddy world is burning. Pampa
makes everything motionless: trees5 cows, horses, men, are held in
its vast fixity. The birds become ripples on a still, deep water. We,
driving swiftly, seem motionless also. I take out my papers and
work: put them aside and watch the fumy world, the grey-green
pampa fusing Into grey-blue sky, the mantes of ombti and tala
standing within them., like the herds- of cattle and like our car.
Night falls before we reach Las Vibora$> an estancia of thirty
thousand acres owned by one of Tola's brothers. The pampa
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